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I hated caning although the instrument was not
unknown at the School of Cadis. If the boys misbehaved
too much, I usually threatened to report them to the
head-master, whereat a whole mob would dart towards
my teacher's chair and kiss my hand, asking for mercy
in a quaint way.

With my colleagues I got on \\vll. They proved a
good class of young Egyptians, and Labib who, by the
way, was an Oxford B,A>, introduced me to all of them.
Hussein Effendi, another must or, likewise possessed an
English degree. He told mo that while in Oxford a
Professor introduced him at a lecture as "a gentleman
from our Colony, Egypt/' Furiously Hussein flared up
and corrected his chairman: "I beg your pardon, sir,
not a Colony/' whereupon the Professor had to apologize
before the students*

Every afternoon our schoolboys played football They
did this with stupendous verve, and it was highly amus-
ing to see the wonderful drop-kicks which fellows in
the trailing Bedouin costume could send while charging
across the stony, sunny, Egyptian fields. The other
popular amusement was swimming in the Nile, into
whose muddy floods the youngsters dived with the very
minimtLm of raiment.

I can pay the School of Cadis the compliment of saying
that I felt contented there. My work unfortunately
remained badly paid, but the six months I passed as a
Moslem teacher constituted a unique scholastic experience.
Sometimes I saw Sheikh AH Jussuf, who always kept
up his friendly questions, and other influential Egyptians